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" A sensible man; I wish I did/5 sighed his mother,
looking at the rosy plateful.
"But Robert hates them for another reason. He
fancies himself as a gardener, and a long time ago
when he first saw them he took a handful and planted
-them. He watered them for months, but nothing
happened. He hates being chaffed about it ...
Robert 1"
The dignified, white-robed butler left his post of
observation on the veranda, and moved softly over
to the table.
" Master nothing eating/' said Nixon. u Good food
wanting. Robert bacon bringing."
The butler went to the back of the screen and
brought the dish. The District Officer helped him-
self, and looked up solemnly,
" Strawberries stopping coming/' he said in a grave
voice, nodding at the fruit. " Robert always helping."
The butler nodded, a slight expression of pleasure
flitting over his face.
*' Robert berries planting/' proceeded Nixon. " Gar-
den watering. Fruit growing. Insects eating."
" Master, you make fun/' replied Robert, severely,
in broken English. With an offended look on his
face he stalked back to fab position on the veranda
edge.
"I wouldn't stand it if I were Robert/' declared
Maud, trying hard to suppress a smile.
" We know each other well/' said Nixon, apologeti-
cally. " He rather likes being taken notice oi"
" He used to nurse Alec when a baby/* explained
Mrs Nixon. "He told me in confidence the other